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Chinese servants did wonders with the poor resources at hand. The chef cooked on a mud stove with three holes in it, and not a bit of iron in its composition. He never complained, and I often wished some of our fastidious English cooks could have tried their hands at producing a dinner on his range.
From a packet of letters addressed to my mother from China, which after her death I found put aside by her loving hands, I take the following description of this picturesque place:
" I wish you could change places with me for a moment and see the prospect stretched out before me; I am watching the changing lights on the distant hills. They remind me in some ways of the Alban. Hills, and really the two landscapes have much in common.
" At a distance the Chinese labourer in the field might easily be mistaken in his blue gown for an Italian peasant. This country is cultivated for miles all round, and as our temple is perched on the crown of a hill we overlook great stretches of it. When Walter rides off to his daily work in Peking and, as often happens, leaves me to spend a restful day by myself, I spend much time watching my poor, patient neighbours at their work.
" The first thing that strikes one is that the whole world is kin ! I see Chinese children playing just the same games as our little street urchins play, rolling in the dust or making mud-pies, according to the weather, chasing each other and chucking coins in the traditional way, all to the accompaniment of the same laughter and shouting, and interrupted by the same disputes, ending in the same tears, fallowed by the same punishments.PEKING                            105
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